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GONE ARE HAUNTS THAT MADE COLLEGE TRADITION'

By TORREY FORD.

T wasn't many years ago that a well

I known name in the valve world was

spending hiz spare moments launching
roadsides at the American university,
Among other things this man of industry
sald that the college student was drinking
himself into unutterable disgrace, thap 20
per cent. of the candidntes for degrees bhe-
longed to the drinking clagses and that the
other 10 per cent. hung on the pervilous
brink of an undammed flood of spirituous
lignors,

I'erhaps we aren't quoting the ldentieal
words of his helnous charge, But that was
the gist 8f his complaint. He stormed loudly
ind sald that something ought to he done
nhoat It

At the time the matter caused considerable
r xeitement. The busy business man came in
for a storm of personal efiticism, Some
ridiculed him openly and suggested that he
wias 1 mere notoriety seeker. Others chimed
m with his views and intimated that he had

cmitted the proverblal mouthful. There wer:
tvgn mothers who Immediately  withdrew

thelr song from college and made other
plans for the sons in preparatory gchool,

A general paniec was avelded only by
clever manoeuvring on the part of a few cool
heads. In !‘h} last bitter moments of the
controversy scVeral strong arguments in re-
buttal were ndvanced by the investigntors,

A Princeton man was Jdiscovered who
ddn't like the taste of beer. Three Harvard
senlors, living in the same dormitory, testi-
fied that they wouldn't knew how to bulld a
Martini eocktall even with all the ingredients
hefore them in marked bottles. A student
In the Yale Sheffield “chool admitted that
he had never heard of Barcardl rum, -

This evidence was incontrovertible. Al-
though it represented but a small minority
of the cerrent collegians it put a decided
erimp in the wild generalities of the reformer.
It gave the colleges a last log to stand on.
It supported them through the trying erisis.

Meanwhile the balance of the nations
university registration, the drinking masses
as they were belng termed at the moment,
sal back with a superclllous grin. “Well,
what of it?" was the tone of thelr rotort.

But that all happened—nans we suggested
in the opening stanza—a few years ago. To-
dny the story iz so different. The Volstead
prohibition has flowed in and the liguor has
owed out. - CGone areé the bhest college drink-

Ramblin’

By EDWARD ANTHONY.

'Round

HALL we go in or shan't we? It is a
S risk, of course. Have we a right to
take chances of this sort? No, we
think not. - We have dependents. We must
think of them., The worst that could happen

to us would be death, while they, deprived
of the vast income from our writings, would
have to seek out the nearest poor-farm,
Yes, it would be selfish to die. We must
think of the family and keap on living.

TILL, it would be fun to go in. We
haven't scen a stabbing in months,
And we love stabbings. Some day
we are going to write a rousing Knife play
gong (called "A Slice of Lite"” or something
of the sort) that will include the stanza
And when brave Roderlek lost his knife
He wasn't a bit dismuyed,
For he knew that he eould eave his life
By using his shoulder blade.

Bhootings entertaln us too. There'll be
five or six in hera before the evening is over.
Tt seems n pity to miss them. Shots In the
night always leave us enthralled. Gunplay
i# so prominent a part of American letters—
perhaps American epistols would he n better
phrase—that wa suppose our corruption
was acomplished that way., But whatever
the cause, the effect Is there, and we clamor
flor blood,

HALL we go in? Yes! We'll take a
S chance after all. These nlekel-a-
dance placea may be tough—(we are
standing in front of one of them on Broad-
way, In case you don’t know)—but we are a
brave man,

Well, hera we ara in the hallway. Aren't
wo in the wrong place? There are no gas
lights herc. A nickel-a-dance place should
be 1it by gas, it seems to us, as this gives an
opportunity to talk of “the fickering flames
that, as they were blown hither and thither
hv the wind that swept through the broken
windows, cast shadows in all directions ami
guve gloomy foreboding of the tragedy that
was to follow.”

Electrie lights, no matter how windswept,
refuse to fllcker. But these aren't even
windswept. The windows we see are singu-
larly Intact—and they are closed. What a
well-ordered hallway for a nickel-a-dance
house! What an odd approach te a haven
for roughnecks’

We shall have to make a correction. This
isn't & hallway after all. A sign te our right
reads, “NO LOITERING IN THE FOYER."
S0 this Is a foyer! Yes, it must be, for we
can see a foyer escape.

Of all-things! Are these roughnecks put-
ting en alrs or are we in the wrong place?
And whoever heard of n foyer as n setting
for a stabhing? Such things only happen
in gaslit hallways,

Oh, well, maybe the dance hall s enslit
That would help. We shall ascend the
rreaky stairs and investigate,

TT no! The stalrs aren't creaky.
Perhaps wa aren't treading hard
enough. A little pounding may ac-

complish the desired resnlt. No, these are
obviously creakless stairs. Even a pnehy-
derm couldn't make ‘em creak. They are
made of hard wood and are as solid as
marble.

A creakless stalrway In n nickel-a-dance
oemporium 18 a disappointment that we make
no effort to hide, but If the stabbings and
shootings come off, all will be forgiven.

HMera we are in the dance hall, Not a
gas Jet In the place. Rose-colored electric
Hghts Ingtead, Can this he a nlekel-a-dance
joint or have we wandered Into the Wal-
dorf or the Ritz by mistake? Yes this is
n niekel-a-dance plaos, a Inckey in evening
dress assuros us. Well, if the gangsters ol
New York aren't getting swell! Imagine
that, if you will! Attendants in full dress
At o fitney dance hall!

And Iook at that Louis XVI. reception
room!  Or I# It Rudolph 1V? We always
get those Russlan kings mixed.

Oh, well, what's the uwe of kicking?® A
whooting In tnsteful surroundinge, wo are
reminded by the works of E. Phillips Oppen-
heim, ean he intoreating, too. Lot the gang-
stors have thelr own wany. And perhape
these Juxurious furnishings are simply in-
tended as an indication of what is to follow,
The place is all dressed up te kill, yon see:
ind that, nt least, s reassoring.

Whers are the gangstern? The (drest-
kifted lackey tells us we are too early.
The frequenters of nickel-a-dance hallg, he
points out, do not begin to drift In until
1 a'¢lock, 1t Iz only nine now, Waould
we cafe to have a seat? Yes, thank you

This, by the way, In as good a time ase
any to celsbrats in song the stirring things
that  transpire I nickel-a-dance  halla,
Later. when the Aghts begin, we won't have
a chance, Wall, se long. Well be with
yon ar soon as we finish our roundelny.

A NICKEL A DANCE.
“Youll ruin thea plumbing, senny, put that
pipe back In Ita socket!"”

“Mother, a plece of pipe is handy In a
feller's pocket!™
“You'tl =pofl the fAreplace,

take that brick away.”

p !

=onny. i yon

“Mother, there's comfort in a brick, I fear
1 can’t obey."

“Sonfly, | néed that eurving Kknife, don't
put it in your eoat.”

“Oh, mothertJ may need it soon, the pros-
pect ain't remote”

“Ome somny, has the Government declared
another war?"

“No, mother dear, they haven't, but I need
these weapohs, [or

“I'm golng to a dance
In Nicky's Nickelette;

The boys may flght a bit to-night,
And I am getting set,

“Now, don't you worry, ma,
I'll bring the hardware back
As good as new at one or two,
Sp long!
Your loving Jack.”

“Oh, don't the girls feel badly when you
fight around like that?”

“Mother, they sit around and yawn until
we start a spat.”
“There's other wmys of
maidens, T Believe,”
mother, when the boys don't fight the

girls begin to grieve.'

“This can't go on forever, lad, there may be
damage done."”

"A bloody nose? Well, what of that?
ladies think it fun!"

"Oh, put.those weapons down, my boy, be-
fore it is too late!”

“Ch, mother dear, concerning that I humbly

beg to state.

entertaining

“Oh,

The

“I'm going to a dance
In Nicky's Nickelette,” etce

Well, well, here come the boys now.
Why aren't they wearlng sweaters? And
where are thelr capa? And why aren't these
girla boisterons? Surely these can't be
Helles of the Bowery! They look more lke
Fifth avenue,

Ha!' a hopeful sign at last, That fel-
low over thére has a bulging hip pbeket.
We wonder what kind of revolver he's
ecarrving? From where we stand, it looks

like a pretty capable affair—.44 ealibre at.

least. And that's a likely looking dagger
he's carving his finger nails with —.22 ex-
ecalibur, as it were, if not more. This
gentleman s evidently the town eutup. We
shall have to keep our eye on him. He
ought to do some interesting things before
the evening Is over.

That's a lvely fox trot, if we ever heard
one. Wa shall have to danee, that's all
there's to it. But with whom? All the girls
seem to be dancing. Ha! here Ig & girl who

Isn't. Wa shall ask her. “May 1"—hut that
is all she will 1ot us tell Wer. *“We will have
to be introduced by Mre, —, The ehaperon,

before we cnn danece.
saying.

Well, of nll things! If these nickei-n-
dance pMces aren't swell we'll eat a block
of granite.

Well, that'’s over with—the Introduction,
he chaperon, a charming middle acoel
woman, has just performed the céremony

It is required,” she s
L

T feels mood to be daneing. DBut where
I are all the gangsters? Oh, well, it's

only 11 o'tlock, n busy hour for any _

hardworking member of the porchsclimbing

profession. Toets give ‘sm A chance,
They'Il drift in later,
Our partner I8 a good sport. We have

stepped on her shing four times and she
hasn't ealled her gang. Gosh, that makes it
five! It Is bnd Dbusiness—stepping on
poople’s toes,  But we find consolation in the
thought that this makes us s toe-dancer,
There is the gentleman with the bulging
hip pocket. When will he begin to shoot?
Ha Is dancing toward us, Closh, he's com-
Ing nearer and nearer. We'd hetter get ont

of his way. Darn it, wea're too late. A gol-
lision! But we need not run. The gentle-
man is not going to shoot us. He is apolo-
gizing!

“You'd better not Int me bump Into any
more peopls,” ohferves our partner, who is
Inelined to be steonut, “or some dne will cry,
‘Ciot the number of that truck!'* The Indy
hath wit,

F are dancing with another irl
\;\’ Just ns wa are about to ask her
where the gangsters , she asks
otir opinion on “The Outlines of History."
When she has that, she asks whether we
don't think Mencken made a mistake in
ealling Dante an overrated figure. We don't
know anvthing about his figure, wa ventiirs,
but we don’t think his work la everrated. In
fact, we volunteer the opinlon that the ‘In-
ferno' Is & h--1 of a fine poem, If We may
make a wretched pun, as Chris Moriey would
Fay,

We are beginning to think that thix
nickel-a-dance folnt Is a highbrow hangout
Iiterary conversation and no murders. Not
even an asaault

Disappointed, we gather up onr hat and
eont and prepare to leave, As we depart n
man who brushes our sleave as he passes,
saye, “Bxouse me,” and bows, We'd like to
kick him. We pleked out a fine place for
excltament!

Morv's, Heublein's and the Hofbrau Near Yale
Linger Brightest in Memory Only, While
Places in Boston Where Harvard Men
Held Forth in Jollier Days (and

ey Nights) Are Wholly Innocuous

ing traditions, Gone are the festive boards
and the wassall bowls that cheered genera-
tlon after generatlon of student revelry.
(GGonn are the open bars and the openly
friendly barkeeps, Gone, too, is the militant
reformer with his hot words of rebellion,

High and dry on the shoal of forgotten
zlory there is left only an deeasionad relle
or remnant of the Historie inebriated past; a
musty drinking song lsped lmpldly by a
sl eyed group In a quiet corner, a dust
covered stein hanging on a forlorn hook, a
hattle searred, rathskeller turned painfully
into a modern quick lunch resort. It la of
these relics and remnants of the colleges that
we would deal.

Among the Big Three, Yale was custom-
arily put down on the records as having the
wettest college town. This | classification
whs dun-maxz to the handiness and conven-
lence of the drinkKing establishments than to
any statisties on the amount of liquor con-
sumid during the academic year. From class-
room to the bar was a mere matter of sec-
onds. depending on the speed of the entrant
and his enthusiasm for the race,

Mory’s, Heublein's, the Hofbrau—these are
‘the names to eonjure with. These are the
namea that gave Yale her drinking su-
premacy. Mixed in easually with the college
huildings, they seemed for all the world to
the visiting stranger part and parcel of tha
anciehit and honorable Bl Institution.

Did Professors Lose Way
To Registrar's Office?

Probably after the first few weeks the

average freshman learned to distinguish be-

tween the tap room at Heublein's and his
medineval history section meecting room, but
it Is related that more than one absent
minded professor mistook the bar at Mory's
for the office of the university regietrar.

Pick np any journal of Yale activities,
fram “Stover at Ydle” to “The Cruire of the
Kawa,"” and you will find Mory's raved for
posterity, Heublein's identified with college
Iife and the Hofbrau among those present,

In the novelized versions it is always at
Mory's where the sub-freshman stards oa
the fringe of the crowd peéring in to whore
the Captain of the Eleven sits at the Cap-
taln's perganal table, served hy the Captain's
personal waiter. Around him sit his friends
and eohorts, all typifying the gallant men
who stand solidly hehind Yala tiaditions.
They pull at long pipes and emit large
clouds of blue smoke—alWays blue smoke.

The awed sub-freshman, a recent graduate
of the Brockton High School, watches the
proeeedings through the blue hage, only half
daring to look. He inhnlea deeply of tho
tohaeco smoke and chokes back tha sobs as
he trles to hope that God may grant that
he, too, some day will' sit at the Captaln’s
table and carry on the Yale traditions,

It wias at Mory's whers hig games Wera
won and lost. It was there that the strategy
of the gridiron eampalgn was planned, where
the end around play was conceived and the
tackle back rush evolved. Odds were made
and the dope annihilated around the boards
of Mory's tables,

The allen college man could never under-
atand this airing of sacredly secret plans
in w publie eafe, But the alien college man
didn't know Mory's, nor the half of It
Nothing that was ever whispered or inti-
mated at Mory's went beyvond the four walls
of the establishment, It was another world

an Bl worlkli. When a customer cume out
on the strect his lips were sealed. Strik:
him down with lightning and ha would
breathe not a syllable of Mory's gossip.

It is reported that on the night of
certain Harvard triumph a crowd of Crimson
supporters storfned Mory's threshold and

possession of the place. All the avail-
able Ells were tossed out on the street. The
Captain's personal table was chopped up to
kindle a roaring fire. The Captain's persona!
locker was forced and looted. Crimson ban-
ners covered the walle. The possession was
complete,

Captain’s Table at Mory's
Is a Preserved Relic

This story, however, is not glven credence
in modern Yale circles. Mory denies it on
bended knee. He poinis to the authentic
Captain’s table, rickety Dot still =tanding.
He points to the Captain’s locker, with the
rusty padlock never tampered with by Har-
vard hands, Mory's deninl of the outrags
is rs l.‘l:lrrlpluta as Harvard's alleged posses-
sion,

Mory's wps the vendezvous of the mid-
night bowl, The sophisticated so:homor,
eyes wearled with his strugglés with the
Greek verbs and the chemieal formulas,
tossed aside his hooks as the beils tolled the
mystle hour and headed {or Mory's, A ‘hanr
and’ with a mug of pale ale on the side was
considered a great nighteap. So flso Was

. an onlon sandwich washed down with some

of Pilsner's best. Besides, he might run on
a celebrating junior who had been in his
cups since 9 P, M. or a 2ombre senfor who

knew a thihg or two about the spring
selections.

It was there one met (ne men who really
counted,

Heubleln's and the Hofbrau did more than
accept the overflow from Mory's. They
gerved Yale In thelr own particular way.
They were less Intimate In atmosphere than
Mory's but often more riotous In revelry.
An outsider could get Into either one of
them without show.ng identifieation papers
or declaring allegiance to the Eli colors,

One could put on a “party” at Heublein's
and not be too particular about who was
invited or gather a gang and head for the
Hofbrau., It was quite the thing io reserve
n table for after the theatre at Heublein's.
In the stress of a ravenous appetice it was
all right to have food served along with the
drinks at elther place.

The Taft Hotel hadn't been bullt longz
enough to become one of the Yale traditions
before the minion law turned the bar into a
soda fountain and the grill into a fashion-
able thé dansant. But there wes a sld:
street place that served a Fish-house punch
(after 11 P, M. pronounced “Figh-housch
pus-s-n") that was endeared to the hearts
of all alumni and visiting opponents, No
matter what the score, the trip to New
Haven was almost worth while for the
bouquet of that Fish-house punch.

To-day, a8 any undergrad or football vie-
itor ean testify, things have changel.
Mory's, Heublein's and the Hofbrau are just
plain, sedate restauvrants, serving food and

more food. It's perfecthy safe to "ake the
family Into any e of them. All signs af
the riotous put&nw digappeares with a
rush of unexplained virtue,

Mory's has made some attempt to keep

- about I,

alive the old traditions. A captain’s room
has been fitted out with a glllery of photo-
graphs showing various former captaing of
the major sports leanihg against the campus
fence In regulation Yale fashion. To the
casual observer there is some alr of mystery
about the eaptain's room, some secret deslgn
that only the initiated ean penetrate.
Actually, it is used for club and other meet-
ings, parllamentary to the last rap of the
gavel,

Tahle tops carved with Initlals of Yale
heroes are nsed as wall panels throughout
Mory's. Heffelfinger, “Dutch” Goebel, Wally
Winter, Tom Shevlin, Hinkey, Ted Coy—
men who gave Yale her greatest trilumphs—
cut thelr initials In the tables that Mory is
preserving for posterity.

There are no more initlals being carved
to-day. The old enthusiasm has gone. The
mystie atmosphera of the Inner room even
shrouded in the customary haze of blue
smoke has lost its drawing power. The old
spirit has vanished.

Crepe hangs on the door of Heublein's
and more crepe at the Hofbrau, The dis-
penser of the Fish-house punch has boarded
up his front. Tt was a loging fight. The
contraband still flows in quiet corners, Lut
it has ceased to become even an unoificial
part of the yniversity activities,

At Harvird the prohibition pronounce-
ment didn't strike such a death dealing blow,
Cambridge, in a manner of speaking, has
been accustomed to prohibition for lo, these
many years, More than a score of years
ago Cambriige took advantage of a gueer
quirk in the law, called local option, and
went dry. Tt has been “dry” ever since,

But let it not be thought that this arbl-
trary ruling on the part of the Cambridge
couneil Interfereq with the traditions of a
college that® had heen standing since 1638,
While there was a bridge to Boston Harvard
was safe. Tvery club hnd its har and locker
gystem. Fvery soclety had its keg of beer
when occaston required, According to the
old charter, granted by Colonial Massachu-
setts, Harvard territory was beyond the law.
A police officer could 'set his foot on aca-
demic property only when armed with a writ
of mandamus, a habeas corpus and a few
other essanfinls of jurisprudence,

8o for convivial gatherings In elub house
and dormitory Harvard had lttle to worry
about. When a man was formally eleeted
to a club he was presented with a stein
along with the latch key, hat hand and other
eredentinls of membership. His name was
engraved on the stein, his class and his
number, Ho was given his hook in the

. steinroom thgt should be inviolable through-

out the ages. The stein was a symbol of his
unfon with the order, his identification in the
years to come, his solace in infirmity,

There were any number of pretty lttle
dArinking traditions that Horvard might have
admitted In confidence, When a man came
to his majority he "net‘ up” a keg for his
fellows, There was mnothing compulsory
It was just one of those things
every Harvard man did without being told.

During tfe course of a long winter no
oeeasion wns too slight to be celebrated by
a Beer Night. Hven freshmen gave Beer
Nights to the senlors, to the juniors, to
themselves. The night before a game, the
night after a game, the night after mid-
years, the night before mid-years, any night
in faect, conld bhe painted red on the cal-
endar simply by calling It a Beer Night.

' For the less intimate celebrations, not n
part of the regular curriculum, Boston was
the seene of the revelry, Up until the winter
of 1911 this entailed a forty minute ride on
a erowded trolley car, with possibly a san-
zoing hack chartered for the return fourney.
Then came the subway, and Harvard Squara
found itself cight minutes from the Parker
Housge bar. From that moment on Harvard
hegan to know Boston, skide streets and all,

Wasn't It Mark Twaln who suggested thar
Harvard was convenlently located In the
poolroom at the Adams House? And that

was long before the elght minute schedule
had even been dreamed of by the transporta-
tlon companles,

The Duteh room at the Toura'ne, the
“English Tea" room at the Thorndlke, the
Georginn with fta erchestra in the clomshe;l
the HEssex, the Lenox, the Americsn House.
the Napoll, Brigham’s (rechristened in Inter
years), the Woodeock—none' of tham were
as intimately bound up with Harvard lifo a-
the Yale resorts were, but cach counted
strongly on Harvard patronage. Whatever
bright lights there were in Boston showeil
from these places. ’

Then came the Copley-Plaza and the new
Haryvard Club on Commeonweallth avenue
Boston was just working itself up to .
piteh where the dyed-in-the-wool New York-
Harvard man could go back and have o
regular time when the Velstead blow came
And from the first Boston took the
Eighteenth Amendment seriously, The Har-
vard Club bar hecame a goda fountain, with
a yvoung lady in attendance. The hotols
followed along, consclentious to the last hal|
of 1 per cent.

Boston Took Volstead
Seriously From the First

Out  in  Cambridge Harvard aceepted
national prohibition because there was no
way out of the situation. With the supply
from Boston cut off thé Beer Nigh* had lo
be forgetten, BEstimating roughly, there ar.
probably a hundred thousand useless stelns
in Cambridge to-day, In some clubs thev
still keep up the ancient rite of passing our
steins to new members purely for the sake
of sentiment. But they are all in deal
storage, waiting for the Volstead wave U
PRES 0N

The old drinking songs haven't gone oul
ot print, but new compositions are not being
encouraged. The rendering of “Rhlne Wine"
or “Here's to Johnny Harviard, Fill Her Up
a Full Glass,” in public I8 frowned upon. It
gtirs old memories that are better laft rest-
ing in peace.

Rammy's and John's, sandwich men of re-
nowned Harvard fame, still do business in o
mild sort of way. In the halecyon days they
had a midnight trade that would have mads
a downtown rush hour lunch proprietor turn
green with envy. No matter how late was
the hour or how heavy were the seas the
Crimson  celebrator had to stop elther ai
Rammy's or John's on the way home for a
lnst sandwich. To.day they keep one light
burning dimily throughout the evening and
one sleepy eyed clerk on the Job, Tt s
enough to take care of the “rush.” The ol!
custom of “stopping off" is no mare.

We have no Intention of wringing the
hearts of thousands of Princeton alumni by
rehearsing the catalogue of Princeton's
drinking traditions. In the first place, I*
Beott IMitzgernld has done for Princeton
what we could never hope to do. And, agaip,
we know the New Jersey college town only
in spots. We know a trail that leads from
the station to the Palmer Stadium. We
know the same trail in reverse. And then
we have to think mighty hard to remember
anything else that we know about Jungles
town.

Nobod'y' in Princeton
Says: Have a Drink!

But Princeton had its high spots, its cubby
holes and It Princeton Inn, We have heard
rumors of Princeton's “parties” and we have
read “This Side of Paradise.” DBut person-
ally, from the station to the Palmer Stadium,
we have never been offered a Princeton
drink. 8Still their fraditions have probably
been shattered as completely as those in
New Haven and Cambridge.

And so now, when a reformer wants to
make a drive at the colleges he eliminates
consideration of the flowing bowl.
he takes a shot at the elective system or the
“smazing lgnorance” of the average gradu-
ate. If it isn't one thing, as the prophets
say, it's another.

Home Brew

By DAN CAREY.
E have squared all &cecounts with
W the neighbors in the apartment
house whers we live. We feel
that we have sef A new recddd in nofse
making which must have convineed them of
the feebleness of their own, ¢fforts.

The young posson who jazzes “Mammy"
an the piano, the fellow who is learning to
play the saxophone, the one who devoles
his evenings 1o “Turkey In the Straw"” and
“Johnny In the Hoe Cake"” with the ald of
a fiddle, the owners of the phonographs, the
husband who does n quarrel scene with his
wife every cvening, the messenger boys, the
s man and even the young fellow who
standa in the court and sings “That's Peggy
O'Nelll” In a whiskey barytone until he is
thrown some colns have all been forgiven.

Donbtless they are saying about us the
identlenl things we sajld about them with
our suporior sounds. Of course we have ol
ways had one polnt an them. You see when
a baby is just fifteen months old its lungs
are in mighty good eondition, and it doesn't
hesitate to use them when the new teeth
begin to hurt, that is ours doesn't,

Well, anywnay, we have always regarded
the sounds of the ecity apartment house asx
perfectly overwhelming., You take a coun-
trymnn whose eves are accustomed to fol-
lowing n path through the woods hy star-
light and whose enrs are accustomed to
gtich night =ounds ns the serecch of an
owl, the chatter of the tree frogs, the com-
plnining of the chickens as they crowd each
alther for o better place on the roost, and
the warning growl of sa watchdog when he
senEes the presence of something new In
the vicinity, and traneplant that edurntry-
man Into the apartiient House where we
hdve been lving, BMind hig eyves with the
glare of white lights and fill his cars with
gsounds that resemble n jazz band on n apree,
and you will have discovered an Individunl
who ean easily be convinced that he is an
abused mnn with a perfectly legitimate kiek

L . L]

B.I"I" wo started out to tell how wo fot
even with all the noise makers of
the apartment.

You #ee it all eame about through making

wome home brew, Hver sinee they put ithis
prohibition thing over on us have wanted
1o make some heer, Onee beforp we tried,

and gave the coneoction that we brewed
the honefit of all our braln foree, but the re-
sult was the most evil smelling mess that
we have ever encountered. How It tasted
wo (1o not know because we (did not try it.
The smell wig enough.

Refently we tried again, having beéh eh-
etourafod to do so by a young lady of our
aoquaintance who has established a reputa-
tion as a home brewer and who offered to
thow us how,

"l'hll tme it turned out fine. It hind the

Provides Revenge on Noisy Nelghbors

color, it had the smell aml it had the gen-
eral appearance of what we sought to make.
1t had everything except the kick, so we
proceaded to add a little sugar and bottle it
at once.  Our general idea was that the
gooner we bottled it the sooner it would be
ready for the, ice box and hence consump-
tion.

We erred, grievously and disastrously.

We have since discovered that we bottled
onr brew befors the primary fermentation
had ceased, which is something that is often
done in all phases of human endeavor.

Well, anyway, we did it and enrefully set
the bottles away on the top shelf of the
clothes clopset.

Last night at three o'clock it started
Have you ever been awakened from a
gound sleep by a nolse that resembled the
report of o plstol followed by the sound of
ghatterad glass as it fell to the floor. Well
wa have, The first repoft brought us out
of bed with n heart that wae going Hke a
trip hammer and our postars was one of
erouched defonce, The second report hrought
to us a realizsation of what was happening.
The third, fourth and fifth reports gave us
a feellng of helplessness, to which was ad-
ded humilintion as the lights on the court
windows of the apartment bagan to appear,
foltowed by ralsed windows and frowsy
hends stuck out into the nilght nir.

“What's happening here?" ealled one man™

sloeapily.

“Plstol ghots" some on lrlil“'!'l‘lal

Thiree mars hottles exploded,

“Sounds like glass to me"” remarked the
woman on the fourth floer.

“Mayhe they are throwing things at ench
other,” called another man.

“No, It is a pistol" answered the first

Two more hottles exploded.

“What apartment Is this coming from?”

fEked one man excéltedly, and added n= an
ufterthonght, “Scdtnebody onll the police.”
We concluded that the time had come to
intervene
“Nelghbhora” wo oalled to  them, “calm
yvourrelver, 1T have boen challenged to A

duel at sunrige and 1T am merely spending
the night in pistol practice, using somo
ampty hottles ne tnrgota”

YAw, that's that darn fellow from the
South,” sald one mun in a tone of disgust,

He many have sald more: we do not know,
We closed our window,  All dangor of fur-
ther explosions geemed to have pageed for
the moment, a0 we uncorked all our remaln-
ing hottles and emptied them nte the hath-
tub.
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HAT'S hew wa got even with the noise
I- makems in the apartment house,

Aleoy that woae the first time we

ever put beer In a bathtub. We helped fill
a bathtub with champagne onece, bHut that
wag in another clty. There was a man who
usged to come o our town every yeii or so

who was a great admirer of Joel Chandler
Harrie and who never falled to visit the au-
thor upon ench ocenslon,

He expressed a desire to have an auto-
graphed copy df “Uncle Remus,” Mr, Harrls
was told what his admirer wished and re
membered It. When the Northerner cami:
to town the following year and ecalled Mr
Harris over the telephone, telling him his
room number at the hotel, the author con-
cludledd the convergation Ly saying, "By the
wiay, I am golng to send something up to
you,” having In mind the autographed copy
of the hook.

Now It so happenrd that one of the well
known women of Atlanta, a widow, was
bolng marriod that same aftormoon and she
had engaged for the ceremony n suite of
rooms adjoining our friend, from which she
had caused the {urniture to be removed
and which she had had beautifully decorate]
for the occaslon.

Not having been Invited to the weddine
pirty we repalred to the room of our friend
ut the hotel for the purpose of further oe-
menting the frigadship that had grown be-
tween us,  Presently two casea of cham-
pagne were delivered at the room. The de-
livery man did not know to whom it be-
longed: he knew only that he had been di
rectod to deliver 1t to that partienlar room.

Our friend's face beamed with delight,

“Now Isn't that delightful, isn't that per-
foot hospliality ™

“Explain yourself,” we sald,

“1 know all about It now,"” he answerad
I ecalled up Joel Chandler Harris a lttle
while ago and he told me he wns sending m»
up something, but 1 had no ldea he was
going to make It enough champagne for o

regular party. Fe's what | eall a real
friend.” \
Well, we opened the two cases, stacked

the hottles np In the bathtub and spent an
hour at, hard lnbor ormeeking ice to pack
nround them and bring them to the proper
temperature. Then wo lasued Invitations
over the telephone, Our party wos to hogin
at 4 o'clock In the alterncon. By colncldence
it was the same hour set for the wedding of
the widow. Both sets of guests wore ox-
deedingly happy. Ours, as they came In,
wera permitied to tiptoe into the bnthroom
nnd tunke a peek at what was in store for
them, and to each was told the story of the
generosity of Mr, Horris,

Hefore we had a chance to start our party
thero ecame a scurrylng of feet in the hall,
whigperdd conferences and then somewhat
lowder tones, We could éateh phrases such
ns “They In#ist they dellvered it to thia
floor,” and "It must be hers somewhere.”
IMinally there eame a knock at the door,

“Weare two cases of champagne delivered
here by mistake? Inquired the polite man-
nger.

“They wore delivered here, but not by mis-
inke,” pnawered our friend.

“Ob, but it was a mixtike,” said the man-

ager. “They were Intended for the wedding
party In the next suite,

8o they took our champagne away from
us, every last bottle of It, failed to invite us
to the party and didn't even thank wve for
having It so nicely leed for them.

1t looked like good champagne, too,
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E had something to say about how

\x/ ottr youngest infant makes her

share of nolse at the apartment
house when her teeth begin to hurt, but wi
didn't mean to really eall it noise. The ery-
ing of a baby who cries for cause never di<-
turbs any one except some ola grouch who
ought to be put in seme plice where he
couldn't hear the voices of children. We can
think of no greater punighment than tha!
Considered rightly, the teething age is o
mighty sweet time of a child's 1ife.

We Have ofterf*wondered which could be
conaidered the sweestest age of a child

There wag the time when you walkel
miles back and forth In front of tns house
thinking all kinds of Impossible things, go-
ing to see whether the dog was chained W
and whether the chickens were lonked up
and whether this had heen done and tha
had been done (all of which yeu know hal
been done, becausge you had done them your
golf earter in the evening) until the nurs
onme smiling and sald, "It's all right. You
can eome In now,” Then you went in and
saw the most beautiful baby you had ever
soen, the only one which gave unmi=taknble
evidences of Intelligence and character wher
it wns first born That's n mighty aweet age

But walt untll she is flve yoars old  Then
yvou will know better, At the age of five
you see her every night In her lttle gown,
down on her knees at her bedside, with her
little head burled In the sheots, saying.
"God bleas Daddy,” when she gets to you
on the list of names that she submits for
approval to the Almighty every evening.
When vou arrive home she foresta'ls every-
thing that might be sald with her frank
eonfesslon, “Daddy, T wasn't a very goo.
glrl to-day but I am going to be better to-
morrow,” ands then the lttle raseal lnughs
whetf she hugs you.

In the morning she walks with you to the
corner, where she gives you what she ealls
her "blg hug” in full view of the entire
nelghborhiood when she says good-By, and
when you have started walking rapldly
awny, pretending that the mornirg cere-
mony ik over, she etopa In her skipping.
attracts your attention wWith n  whistle,
throws you a kiss with a laugh, and |§ gone
agaln, dancing over the sldewalk toward
the house,

Then you realize that while every moment
of a child's 1ife is Alled with sweness, I
they are treated right, the sweotest age of
all Is the nge of fives 8

Instend, .




